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Dawn 


Author's Notes: 
More angst. 


He had used to love to watch the sunset, to watch the myriad of colors dancing across the sky. To see the 
rich golden glow slowly fading, leaving the peaceful stillness of evening. For Kirk it was his favorite part of the 
day. Everything seems to slow down. Red, orange, amber, and pink wispy clouds would drift along on the 
whispering breeze. It would just be Kirk and the sky, and everything would be perfect. 


That was before he became blind. It started out small, just not being able to see as well. He got glasses, but 
soon all he could see were the brightest lights. Then everything was dark. 


He could still play guitar, even if he couldn't be in Metallica anymore. 


Of course his bandmates still visited him, but it just wasn't the same. Kirk could live with that. The worst part 


was that he knew every evening the sunset was there, right in front of him. But he could no longer see it. 


James would sit with him some evenings and describe the colors to him, but that only made it worse. Because 


he knew. Knew that he'd be forever stuck in this eternal night. 


Lars would tell him that eventually he'd be able to see again, that not all hope was lost. Kirk could hear the 
tremble in his voice and knew he was trying to convince himself as well. He found himself forgetting what the 
little children that he could hear laughing next door looked like. Now he couldn't remember the exact shade of 
blue that the sky was. 


Then Jason came, and in his own quiet way, taught Kirk that losing something doesn't mean it has to be 


completely lost. It just means that they need to find a different way to feel it. That there's always a chance. 


Now Kirk would stand out on his porch when the sun first began to rise up from the black depths of night, 
and stretch out his hands towards it. He could feel the first rays sliding over his hands, comforting and warm. 


He could feel his own tears against his cheeks, a smile on his lips. 


For Kirk knew that the darkness would always be there, but so would the warmth of the sun on his fingers. He 
had learned that while sadness is devastating, courage is even greater. And you can never have one without 


the other following close behind. 


